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JrfCK METO MYSTERY-DANGER- 
AND NEW ADVENTURE... 

IN THE DEN OF THE 

GOLDEN DRAGON! 



w 
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A MESSAGE TO THE 
BOYS Of AMERICA 



JACK ARMSTRONG'S ALL-AMERICAN MOTTO: 

To keep myself straight and strong and clean — 

in mind as well as in body! 



A big Airedale had sunk his fangs deep 
into the soft flesh of a small, defenseless 
terrier when Billy and I arrived on the 
scene We chased off the Airedale, then 
looked carefully to see if any harm had been 
suffered by the bewildered underdog 

Underdog! As I inspected the torn little 
terrier, the full meaning of that word — 
underdog — suddenly came over me. 

All of us, at times, are underdogs. You 
and I and Billy and Betty and everyone 
else. Even that Airedale, if suddenly at- 
tacked by an Alaskan husky, would be- 
come the underdog. 

There's another word for underdog . . . 
a word you'll hear more and more often 
as you grow older That word is "minor- 
ity." It's not a very big word, but it has 
a very big meaning 

A minority is a small group of people. 
America, being the melting pot of na- 
tions, is made up of many, many minori- 
ties. Sometimes a big minority (like the 
Airedale) attacks a small minority (like 
the terrier) . The tragic part is that these 
minorities are people, not animals, and 
that they should want to hurt their fellow 
human beings 

If you say, "But these things do not 
concern me," you are mistaken In your 
own neighborhood, you know one boy 



from JACK ARMSTRONG 
THE ALL-AMERICAN BOY 




who is different from the rest. Maybe his 
skin is darker. Maybe he talks differently. 
Or maybe he's small, defenseless, and 
easy pickings for a bully. 

The next time you see someone being 
pushed around — just because he's "differ- 
ent" from the rest of the gang — remem- 
ber that all Americans are created free 
and equal. Remember we are not animals 
that must settle our differences by brute 
force, but human beings who can — and 
must — rule our affairs with reason and 
justice. Your own good example in help- 
ing the "little fellow" will be a big step 
in that direction. 
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NOTHING WILD 
A30UT THEIR 




THAT NIGHT, EQUIPPED WITH WALKIE-TAlKiE RADiO 
TO KEEP THEM IN TOUCH WITH UNCLE JIM AND 
VIC, JACK AND BILLY DROP SILENTLY INTO 
WOODED TERRAIN OVERLOOKING THE TEMPLE... 



INSIDE THE 
TEMPLE, CLOSELY 
GUARDED BY 
THE GOLDEN 
DRAGON, NANCY 
HARKNE5S IS 
HELD CAPTIVE 
QUEEN OF 
THE SUN 
WORSHIPPERS ! 





AT THE NARROW AIRSTRIP NEAR THE MINE, TWO 
HOODED FIGURES TENSELY WATCH THE CARGO 
PLANE COME IN POR A LANDING... 




HEY OORGAN- 
WHERE'S THE YELLOW 
STUFF ? 




JACK'S DlSGUiSE 
DECEIVES THE 
SLEEPY GUARD. 
INSIDE THE 
TEMPLE, THE ' 
ALL-AMERICAN 
BOY FINDS OWE 
DOOR DECORATED 
WITH THE FIGURE 
OF A SUN 
GODDESS. HE 
HESITATES, THEN 
TAPS SOFTLY 
WITH THE BUTT 
OF HIS 
AUTOMATIC... 




NANCV REVEALS 


THAT AN 


ESCAPE TUNNEL 


LEADS DIRECTLY 


TO THE 


A'Ss'S'P BUT- 







THEY HOLD A QUICK CONFAB -THEN IN A DESPERATE 
EFFORT TO PREVENT' HER ESCAPE - 





i 



m 





nancv blurts 
out an amazing 
story of intrigue 
and terror! shot 
down over tibet 
by the golden 
dragon gang, she 
was passed off 
on the superstitious 
cultist5 as a white 
goddess Whose 
commands they 
must obey. thus 
the gang compelled 
the cultists to 
work the gold mine., 
while nancy was 
held captive. 




D PROTEUS PERISH ,N THE 
DYNAMITED TUNNEL? OR Will THIS 
EVIL GENIUS REAPPEAR TO MAKE 
GOOD THE BOAST THAT HE HAS AS 
MANY LIVES AS HE HAS FACES ! 



THERE'S NO DOUBT 
THIS IS THE WOQK 
OF PROFESSIONAL 
CRACKSMEN. 




THE CROOKS DIDN'T LEAVE 
ANY CIGARETTE BUTT5, BUT 
I'VE FOUND WHAT MAY BE 
A BETTER CLUE. ASK KEENS 
AND MI5S 9m IF THEY CHEW 
BUBBLE GUM. 





VIC HARDY'S LABORATORY 




THIS ONE CHECKS WITH 
THE HAIR TAKEN FROM 
THE FLOOR. WHOM DOES IT 
BELONG TO, STEVE? 




RIP MALLON, A 
PAROLED SAFE- 
CRACKER. AND THE 
BUBBLE GUM TEST 
POINTS TO HIS 
PAL, PUG TRAVIS. 
LL PHONE 
HIEF DALE. 



THE INFRA-RED LAMP DRIED 
THE BUBBLE GUM, HARDENING 
THE IMPRESSIONS OF A 
LOWER RIGHT FIRST MOLAR 
AND UPPER SECOND BICUSPID. 




LL SAY. 1 OUT OF 
SIX SUSPECTS WE 
FOUND ONE WHOSE 
TEETH FITTED THE GUM. 
MPRE55ION! AND HERE 
ARE SAMPLES FROM 
THEIR EYEBROWS! 




I HELD THE PHONE 
WHILE THE CHIEF 
TOLD THEM WHAT 
YOU FOUND, VIC. THEY 
BROKE DOWN AND 
ARE CONFESSING. 1 




NEXT ISSUE, VIC HARDV SOLVES 
OF THI TELLTALE BULLET!" 



Advn-tisrmcnt 



LIKE THIS IN EASY 

NEW WHEATIES CONTEST! 




Radio-phonograph all 
your OWN I 



YOU can treat Mom and 
Pap I 



JUST PICK A NAME fOR THIS 
cMmiXaL RADIO-PHONOGRAPH I 

fellow sasy ttRttft rulai. Just choose * nsmf! 
Re member how they name new models of cars, etc. 
For this Admiral Radio Phonograph Combination, 
yon might pick the name "Fun-Mflker," or "Record 
Champ," or "Music King." Easy to do. 

First thing you think of may win you one of these 
1112 Admiral Radio-Phonograph Combinations. 
More than $111,000 worth offered in this contest! 

Send several entries. Get Mom and Pop to 
help. Try Wheaties, "Breakfast of Cham- 
pions," with milk and fruit. Include one 
Wheaties boxtop with each entry. Entries 
must be postmarked by midnight Sunday, 
Dec. 7. 1947, and received by Dec. 29, 1947. 
Don't miss out. Mail an entry today I 

"Wheaties" and "Breakfast of Champions" are trade marks ol 

General Mills, Inc. 



Combination Radio- 
Phonograph! You get a 
radio plus a record player, 
in one machine. 

With Automatic Record 
Changerl Plays twelve 10" 
or ten 12" records— only 5 
seconds to change. 

Expensive model! Mfr's. 
current retail list price for 



EASY CONTE 

1. Thinkof a name for this Admiral 
radio-phonograph. 

2. Print the name you choose on 
entry blank or one side of a plain 
sheet of paper. Add your own name 
and complete address. 

3. Mail your entry, together with 
the top of a Wheaties package, to 
Wheaties. Dept. J , Box 8440, 
Chicago, III. 

4. All entries must be postmarked 
on or before midnight, Sunday, 
December 7. 1947. and received by 
December 29. 1947- 

5. Send as many entries as you 
wish, but include a Wheaties box 
top with each entry. All entries be- 



this Admiral Radio- 
PhonQgraph Combination . 
is actually $100.45! 

Keen looking! Modern 
walnut veneer cabinet, full 
17" wide, 17Js" deep, 
and 12%" high. 

Easy on your records I 

Light tone arm. Precious 
Jewel Needle. 



ST RULES 

come property of General Mills, Inc. 

6. Contest will be judged on the 
basis of aptness, uniqueness and 
originality by Professor Lloyd D. 
Herrold of Northwestern Univer- 
sity, Evanston, 111, and his decision 
will be final. Duplicate priees will 
be awarded in case of ties. Mail a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope 
to General Mills. Inc., Department 
280, Minneapolis 2, Minnesota, for 
list of winners. 

7. Contest open to all residents of 
the United States, its territories 
and possessions, except employees 
of General Mills. Inc. and Knox 
Reeves Advertising, Inc. 
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PLEASE PRINT 



Wheaties, Dept. J 
Box 8440, Chicago. 111. 

1 enclose one Wheaties boxtop. The name I choose for this 

Admiral Radlo-Phonograph 

Combination 



.State. 



When writing to Udverttitrt. please mention JACK ARMSTRONG* 



JACK ARMSTRONG MAGAZINE 

ALL-AMERICAN AWARD 

Based on information from the American Red Cross 




JAMES WAGNER 
Marion, Ohio 




"To be. eligible . . . the applicant must have . . ." 
that's how the American Red Cross application for 
a Certificate of Merit begins. This month's winner of 
the JACK ARMSTRONG ALL-AMERICAN AWARD 
not only meets all the qualifications ... he goes them 
one better. He's eighteen-year-old James Wagner of 
Marion, Ohio, hero of a magnificent river-rescue. 

When asked about his reactions to the experience 
that wins him the medal as well as the privilege of 
presenting a shut-in youngster with one year's sub- 
scription to the JACK ARMSTRONG ADVENTURE 
MAGAZINE, James said, "I am thankful that I knew 
what to do." 

A senior at St. Mary High School and lifeguard 
at Crystal Lake at the time of the incident, James 
passed his Junior Red Cross Life Saving tests in 
1911, and has assisted his local Red Cross chapter 
in water safety classes ever since. 

Last year on a tour of western states, James and 
his father, Dr. A. J. Wagner, stopped to fish along 
the Gallatin River, thirty miles from Bozeman, 
Montana. 



THIS IS WHAT HAPPENED- 




THE BUFFETING TORRENT DASHED JAMES 
AGAINST A ROCK. 
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WINNER 

OF THE 

RED CROSS 

CERTIFICATE 

OF MERIT, 

JAMES 

WAGNER 

BECOMES 

THIS MONTH'S 

WINNER OF 

THE JACK 

ARMSTRONG 

MAGAZINE. 

ALL-AMERICAN 

AWARD. 



A NEW JACK AR MSTR ONG ADVENTUR E 



HALF-HOUR LATER... 




A5 THEY RACE TO THE AIRPORT, VIC TELLS OF BEING ATTACKED 
AFTER THE SIGNAL HAD FADED FROM HIS SCOPE... 



WE'LL KNOW 
N A FEW 
MINUTES i 




THEIR FUSELAGE RIDDLED BY THE VICIOUS ATTACK, JACK 
AND BILLY ARE FORCED TO RETURN TO THE AIRPORT. 
VIC INFORMS THEM THAT- | ■ rT~~ 

WE TRACKED HIM BY 
RADAR, JACK- HE'S OVER 
LONG ISLAND -AT THE 
EXACT SPOT WHERE I GOT 

THE "FIX" ON THE ULTRA- 
ELECTRONIC SIGNAL 1 . 
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HERE WE GO 
AGAIN, FOLKS 



LAB TO PLANE, LAB 
TO PLANE ...ULTRA - 
_ ELECTRONIC BEAMS 
'sf% COMING IN STRONGER] 







HE HASN'T SEEN 
US — I'LL CLIMB TO 
15,000 FEET AND 
COME AT HIM OUT 




BUT BEFOBE BILLY CAN PRESS THE BUTTON 
OF HIS AUTOMATIC GUNS- 




If you were out to win an important race, would you 
take on a book-readin' landlubber as your one-man crew? 

\ By CHARLES SPAIN VTRRAI l 



A STRONG wind was tearing 
across Loon Lake, whipping 
the cold green water to white 
caps and stretching the sail of the 
little catboat tight. Jimmy Cor- 
bett sat perched in the stern of 
the Eager Beaver, one hand on 
the tiller. Sourly, he watched his 
cousin, Alvin. 

Alvin was squatted amidships in 
the small cockpit. He was four- 
teen, tall and skinny as a flagpole. 
His eyes, behind heavy-rimmed 
glasses, were owlishly large. Al- 
vin had a book open and was 
reading industriously. 

Jimmy leaned forward. "Look, 
Alvin, you were swell to offer to 
be my crew in the race Saturday. 
But I know you don't really want 
to. So I'll get Jeff Moore instead." 

Alvin looked up, startled. "Oh, 
no, James." He spoke in the pre- 
cise manner of a school teacher. 
"I will be delighted to come along. 
Furthermore, by Saturday I shall 
have digested the data Hi this 
manual and will be an expert 
mariner." • 

He held up the book. "THE 
A. B.C. OF SMALL-BOAT SAIL- 
ING AND RACING." 

Jimmy exploded. "You can't 
learn to sail from a book I" 

"I disagree," Alvin said quietly. 

Jimmy snorted. So that book- 
worm Alvin thought the way to 
win the big catboat race on Satur- 
day could be found in a book] 

Ever since Jimmy had built 
the Eager Beaver with his dad's 
help, he had dreamed of beating 
■fieh-kid Nick Powell's fancy, 
high-priced Mermaid and cop- 
ping the catboat championship. 
And the race had seemed in the 
bag, too. That is. until this land- 
lubber Alvin had shown up. But 
with Mm aboard . . . 

Jimmy scowled. His mother's 
inviting Alvin to spend a month 
at their summer cottage on Loon 
Lake was bad enough. But on top 
of that she had sided against her 
own son when Jimmy had pro- 
tested taking Alvin as crew. 

"Now, Jimmy," she'd said. "A1-' 



vin wants to' learn to sail so 
'much. You simply must take him 
with you in the race." 

Jimmy's thoughts were black. 
He sure was behind the eight-ball. 
Unless . . . suddenly, the Eager 
Beaver's thirteen-year-old skip- 
pel* sat bolt upright as an idea 
burst across his brain. What if 
Alvin could be scared so hard he'd 
never want to look at water 
again, let alone sail on it? 

Jimmy's eyes shone. He yanked 
in the mainsheet and sent the 
Eager Beaver lickety-split down 
the long triangular course. He 
lacked. He jibbed. He went 
around number one buoy and 
scooted up the second leg like a 
rabbit with a hot foot. He shot 
white spray over the bow and 
green water over the coaming. He 
reached number two marker, jibb- 
ed around it so violently that only 
his shout saved Alvin from being 
knocked flat by the swinging 
boom. 

"Sailing sure is scary, isn't it, 
Alvin?" Jimmy said innocently. 

But Alvin, drenched with spray, 
still held his book in his hand and 
somehow managed to look calm 
and undisturbed. 

Jimmy gritted his teeth and 
slammed the Eager Beaver on 
a starboard tack to swing wide 
around the left side of Indian 
. Island for the run home. Alvin 
lowered his book and watched the 
maneuver. 

"Why not proceed to the right, 
James, between the island and 
the mainland?" Alvin pointed to 
the narrow channel of water that 
separated Indian Island from the 
shore. "Our mathematics books 
tell us that the shortest distance 
between two points is a straight 
line." 

Jimmy closed his eyes and 
counted to ten. On top of every- 
thing, Alvin was committing the 
unpardonable sin of questioning 
the skipper's judgment and quot- 
ing from a book to back himself 
up. 

"Sure," Jimmy said acidly. 




"We'd save five minutes. But the 
trouble is — we can't!" 

"Why not?" 

"Rocks!" Jimmy said trium- 
phantly. "Just below the surface. 
And they're plenty sharp. If we 
tried to sail over 'em we'd rip 
the bottom clean out." 

Jimmy pointed the catboat's 
prow for the left of the island 
and sailed for home. The sun was 
hot but his thoughts were hotter. 
So Afvin wouldn't scare, huh? 
Well, there were other ways to 
discourage him . . . 

In the days that followed, 
Jimmy^tried them all. He made 
Alvin swab the Eager Beaver 
from stem to stern. He made him 
pump out the bilge. He got him 
to wash the sail and varnish the 
mast. 

Par from being discouraged, 
Alvin took it all in stride. He 
even went so far as to read Jim- 
my several passages from the 
manual on the care and upkeep 
of a sailing boat! 

Friday afternoon — the day be- 
fore the race — Jimmy admitted 




defeat. There Was only one thing 
i" <!o. (Jet Alvin out on the lak" 
and try lo teach him as ninny 
Bailing tricks as possible. 

But Alvin refused to go. He 
was seated beside the radio in 
the living room of the cottage. 
Newspapers from three days back 
were spread out on ,a table and 
he was working with a pencil on 
a pad of paper. 

"I am too busy planning our 
strategy for the race. James," he 
said. "I cannot accompany you 
now." 

Jimmy opened his mouth to 
sound off when Alvin cut him 
short, "I must hear the radio. 
The weather reports are most in- 
teresting today." 

Jimmy stormed out of the cot- 
tage. Books . . . newspapers • . - 
radio! Anything but -boats! 

That night Jimmy had night- 
mares about the Bayer Bmvcr 
find Hi'' Mcriiidiil and Alvin chas- 
ing him across a s.-n of hooks. 
When he StagflerVd downstairs 
tin' next morning ho discovered 
that AlVin had bl'CO up since 



dawn and had just returned from 
a trip out on the lake in the row- 
boat. 

"I was just inspecting the 
course." Alvin said. "Do you 
think I could go to Pineville and 
get back in time for the race, 
James?" 

Jimmy started to ask why in 
blazes he wanted to go to the 
county seat ten miles away, when 
a super-colossal idea sprang into 
his brain. 

"Sure you'll have time," Jim- 
my said eagerly; "It's eight- 
thirty now and the race isn't till 
rli'Ven. Sf ;■ '! Ted Lyons is driv- 
ing to I'iu-'villr. 1*11 fix it up for 
him to take von and bring you 

back." 

Jimmy fixed it up, all light. He 
got hold of Ted and did some fast 
la Iking. "Drive Alvin to Pine- 
villc. Waste as much time there 
'as you can. On the way hack take 
I hat. country road through the 
woods: Thm. after you've gone 
halfway,, your car breaks down, 
sec "" 

Ted grinned. "And slays bro- 



ken down till after the race 
starts, huh?" 

"Right," Jimmy said. "With 
Alvin out of the way, I'll get 
Jeff Moore x as crew. And we'll 
beat the stuffings out of that hot- 
shot Nick Powell." 

"What if Alvin tries to walk 
back?" 

"He'd never make it in time by 
road. And even Alvin isn't nuts 
enough to try a short cut through 
the bush. He'd get lost in no time 
and- never be able to find his way 
out. How about it. Ted? Will you 
do it?" 

"Anything to see Nick Powell 
trimmed," Ted said. 

AT a cpjarter to eleven when 
it was time to shove off for 
the race, Alvin wasn't around. 
Jimmy was elated. "It worked!" 
he yipped to Jeff Moore. "C'mon! 
There goes the warning signal." 

As they ran out onto the dock 
where the Eatjer Beaver was tied 
up. Jimmy saw the green hull of 
Nil k Powell's Mermaid. 

Jimmy didn't waste a moment. 



He raised the Eager Beaver's 
sail. He belayed the halyards. He 
turned to cast off. And his eyes 
almost popped out of his head. 

A long-legged, bespectacled ob- 
ject was sprinting out of ^ the 
woods back of the cottage as if 
wild demons were on his trail. 
His clothes were torn, his face 
and hands scratched from bram- 
bles and he was out of breath. 
It was Alvin! 

Jimmy gasped. 

"Gracious!" Alvin panted as he 
ran out on the wharf. "I was al- 
most too late! Your friend's car 
broke down!" 

Like a man in a daze, Jimmy 
watched Jeff Moore climb out 
of the boat and Alvin get in. 
Groggily, Jimmy put the Eager 
Beaver into motion and headed 
out into the lake. But his hand 
on the tiller was heavy. The race 
was as good as lost. There wasn't 
a ' ehance to beat Nick Powell 
now! Not with Alvin as crew. 

But twenty minutes later, Jim- 
my wasn't so sure. For as they 
streaked down the first leg of the 
course, the Eager Beaver was 
running neck and neck with the 
Mermaid and most of the field 
had been left far astern. 

And, amazingly enough, Alvin 
had been a help. He had managed 
the stop watch so perfectly that 
Jimmy had got across the line 
just as the starting gun boomed. 

Like glistening toy yachts on 
a string, the Eager Beaver and 
the Mermaid rounded number one 
buoy and plunged, headlong into 
the second leg. And it was still 
anybody's race. 

Suddenly, the wind began to 
stiffen, and the Mermaid with 
her larger sail was pulling ahead. 
Nick Powell turned around and 
waved mockingly. 

"Take that homemade scow off 
the lake!" he yelled. 

Jimmy growled, "I'll beat that 
hot-shot yet!" 

By the time the Eager Beaver 
had passed number two buoy, 
the Mermaid had already round- 
ed it and, holding to a starboard 
tack, was speeding off to the left 
to get around Indian Island for 
the dash home. 

"We're licked, Alvin!" Jimmy 
moaned. "We'll never catch Nick 
now!" 

Alvin Was crouched forward in 
the cockpit, the sailing manual 
tucked in his hip pocket. "We can 



still defeat that braggart, James," 
he said. 

"Just how, Commodore?" Jim- 
my jeered. "By throwing that 
book at him?" 

Alvin ignored the thrust. "Take 
that short cut between the island 
and the mainland." 

"I told you no one can get 
through that rocky channel." 

"Those rocks won't touch us, 
James," Alvin said. 

"Are you crazy?" 

"If you had been following the 
weather reports," Alvin replied 
calmly, "you would know that 
heavy rains occurred north o£ 
here. Streams feeding into Loon 
Lake have dumped in gallons of 
rain water. The lake has risen 
several inches. I assure you there 
is sufficient clearance for our 
craft to sail over the rocks." 

"But," Jimmy gasped, "how do 
you know?" 

"I measured the depth when I 
was out in the rowboat this morn- 
ing." 

Jimmy stared at his cousin. 
"But . . . but the rules!" 

"I went to Pineville to see the 
rules committee,'' Alvin .said. 
"They assured me the short cut 
was quite legitimate." 

Jimmy's head weIs whirling. 
Could he risk wrecking the 
Eager Beaver on those rocks? 
His instinct rebelled against it. 
All Alvin knew about sailing had 
come out of books! He'd be nuts 
to chance it on the say-so of this 
bookworm Strategist. Yet, if he 
didn't, Nick Powell would win! 

Jimmy hesitated for a long 
minute. Then, with awful doubt 
crowding around him, he made a 
quick decision. "O.K.", he yelled. 
"We'll try it!" 

He rammed the tiller hard over 
and, with the centerboard up, 
drove the Eager Beaver straight 
for the middle of the submerged 
reef. 

Through the clear green water 
he saw razor-sharp rocks streak- 
ing toward them. He held his 
breath. The rocks were at the 
boat's prow! Numbly he waited 
for the shuddering crash. But 
there was none. 

"We've done it!" Jimmy yelled. 

The trim little catboat didn't 
falter. With centerboard lowered 
and sail stretched tight, she bowl- 
ed on past the island and scooted 
out the other side. Jimmy snatch- 
ed a quick look astern — and a 



thrill coursed through him. Al- 
vin's brainstorm had paid off. 
The short cut had put them far 
ahead of Nick Powell and the 
Mermaid!" 

Three minutes later, the Eager 
Beaver, spray flying, scudded 
across the finish line. A gun 
boomed from the' shore. They had 
won the race! ■ 

44T OOK, Alvin," Jimmy said 
1 J as they tacked toward the 
yacht club to receive the silver 
cup. "I've been a heel. -If it hadn't 
been for you, I'd have lost!" 

"I can take no credit, James," 
Alvin said. "It was all in the 
manual for anyone to read. Rule 
3, subdivision 1 6, states: 'Inspect 
the course carefully before the 
race. Be ready to take advantage 
of every short cut, every change 
in weather conditions.' I just ap- 
plied this rule." 

"Jeepers!" Jimmy said. "Give 
me that manual, I'm going to 
frame it!" 

,"I wouldn't frame it, James, if 
I were you," Alvin said. "I'd 
read it." 

Jimmy took the book from Al- 
vin and looked at it thoughtfully. 
"Yeah. I guess you've got some- 
thing there, pal," he said. 
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AIR FORCES 




>ILOT 
ELMET 



Exactly Ilka 

our War Acas 

wear! 

Fellows, here's J hjrf.nn you won't warn to 
miss! This rugged, cough pilot helmet is exactly 
the same as our war heroes wore in their famous 
air battles— the same as the> are wearing in our 
peacetime Air Corps now! It"s built for service 
and warmth— of high-quality light tan twill- 
wind and rain resistant. 



All OUTDOOI SPORTS 

Chomoit lined Vise* 

Chamoii Cevered 
Kapok Filled Ear Pad* 
Adjutiobla far Mast 
Head Silas 

Valval Covind 
Chin Strap 




$1 

54 value ■ 

D..I..1 MTMI. 



MltllllV 
upttiin 

is U.S.*. 

. M CO I.I. 



Mail your dollar today 

DON'T WAIT— mail this coupon now! 
. , 

S NORTH AMERICAN SALES, INC. ' 

| ■ South Dearborn St., Chicago 3, III. 

I I enclose S far . 

■ Nome 



I Addrew 
| City 



.Slate. 



.pilot helmets. I 



U'lun writing to advertisers, please mention JACK ARMSTROSG. 





SATAN MAS BEEN 
OVERRUNNING OUR 
VILLAGES FOR TEN 
YEARS - HE 19 THE 
MOST POWERFUL 
AND CUNNING OF 
ALL BEASTS! ** 





THAT NIGHT 
THE GREAT 
HUNT BEGINS! 
TWO HUNDRED 
MEN BEATING 
HUGE DRUMS 
DRIVE TH6 
WILD HERD 
TOWARD TWE 
LOG KRAAL. 



JEBU LEAP5 SKJLLFULLy ONTO THE POWERFUL ROGUE — 



-AND THRUSTS HIS TOES INTO THE HOLES 
BEHIND THE GREAT BEASTS EARS. 





THE PEOPLE REBUILD THEIR VILLAGE AND GIVE A CELEBRATION HONORING JEBU, wz N0 L0NGER ^V>' 

CALL HM SATAN... 

WE CALL HIM SULTAN 
-KING OF 
ELEPHANTS! T" „ > 

« f 







Cyg<S 






Imp 



C4dveriltewnf r 




eee 



...and you'll get more fun out of cycling, loir cycling 
pleasure depend* on comfort and trouble-free per- 
formance. For year* of smooth carefree service, yov 
can rely on Bicycles by COLUMBIA. 



GIRLS— Here's the color- 
ful COLUMBIA Standard 
Model with .« balanced 
effect achieved by 

attractive rear parcel 
carrier and tank com- 
partment enclosing 
electric horn, Blue with 
ivory enameled truss 
rods, trim Pad chain 
guards; 





"If Y&u want to be CRACK 
BICYCLE ENGINEER, get this 
new COLUMBIA 'Retdting.OiaP 
QUIDS TO CYCLING RULES OF 
THE ROAD.'* says THOMAS I. 
PERKINS, CRACK ENGINEER of 
the *'20th CENTURY LIMITED" 



"You can learn to be a real 'ACE ON 
A BIKE' if you follow the COLUMBIA 
'Rotating-Dial' GUIDE to CYCLING 
RULES OF THE ROAD/' says Captain 
0. M. Gove, famous TWA -PILOT* 



fttt WttWllv MARUFACTUIM& CdmMMY. WESTFIIIO. MASS. 



with the help of the COLUMBIA "Rotating-Dlal" GUIDE 
to CYCLING RULES OF THE ROAD {pictured above}. It's 
the sound, easy way to learn to become en. expert 
cyclist. Illustrates 16 rules, also gives traffic and hand 
signals, together with check-chart for bicycle mainte- 
nance, Fill in and mail the coupon below with 10* in 
celn to cover cost of mailing. (Dials mailed only In U. S.i 





America's UK sr tfcyefe 




COLUMBIA BICYCLES, ', 

Box 26, Church Street Sta., New York 8, N. Y. 

Here is \0f in coin for my "Retating-Diai" GUIDE 
TO CYCLING RULES OF THE ROAD. 



Name. 
Street. 



City. 



.State. 



NOTE i Offer applies only to residents of U. S. 



Wlien writing to advertised, please mention JACK ARMSTRONG. 




NOTRE &AME VS. OHIO STATE*- 1935 

In sports, one tiny tick of time can pack enough 
drama to last a lifetime! No one who witnessed 
that titanic struggle between two giants of the 
gridiron— Notre Dame and Ohio State— will ever 
forget the crashing climax of those last few split- 
seconds of play. 

PLACE: Columbus, Ohio, ^before 81,000 rabid 
football fans 

TIME: November 2, 7935. 

ACTION: Favored Ohio State versus Notre Dame. 
At the end of the first half, the score stood 13-0 
against the Fighting Irish. But in the fourth quar- 
ter, the battlers from South Bend struck swiftly to 
score once . . . twice! With only two minutes left 
to play-Ohio State 13, Notre Dame 12— the Irish 
kicked off . . . 



BUT ON THE FIRST PLAY,.. 




FROM THE IRISH FORTY- WINE YARD LINE, 



PASS IT, 
PIL>JEy. ..PAS51 




THE PASS-RECEIVERS 

ARE COVERED,,, I'VE , 

SOT TO RUN! 



¥ WILL VOU ALL PLEA9E A 
f MAKE SURE YOUR SAFETY 
I BELT5 ARE FASTENED: 




m 




I HEAR YOUR PA55ENGER5 
ARE FORMING A GEORGIA 
WILLIAMS FAM CLUB... THEV 
SAY YOU WERE TERRiFiC. 



TO BE HONEST... I 
WAS JU5T AS 
SCARED A5 

anybody: 




A NEW PLANE, THE PARTY TAKE5 OFF AGAIN. 



I NEVER KNEW BEFORE 
WHAT BEING AN AIRLINE 
STEWARDESS MEANS! YOU 
WERE SO CALM, SO 
BRAVE, SO — 



AS I'WAS SAYING 
WHEN WE WERE 
"INTERRUPTED," BETTY 

...WE DO OUR 
JOB THE BEST WE 

:AN...AND LOVE IT! 
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A FULL YEAR OF 

JACK ARMSTRONG 

ADVENTURE MAGAZINE 

If mo«t bey* and girls had their way, they'd 
choose Christmas gifts that are loaded with fun, 
thrills and adventure— gifts that they can enjoy the v^V^S- 
year round. Wouldn't you? Of course you would v 
and that's why you'll rate as a smart picker if ^ 
you give all your pals a subscription to the new, ^ 
action-packed JACK ARMSTRONG ADVENTURE 
MAGAZINE. 

You can bet they'll all go for it because 
it means that month after month they can 
follow the exciting adventures of their favorite 
radio hero, JACK ARMSTRONG, THE ALL-AMERICAN 
BOY. In every issue, by means of blazing, colored 
pictures, they can join Jack and his friends as they go 
to strange lands on their hair-raising adventures. 

It's the gift that every boy and girl will be glad 
to get and it's the slick way of solving your shopping 
problems too! No milling around .in crowded stores 
for you, no Sir, you can take care of this super gift 
right now, in your own home. It's easy and costs so 
little — one year's subscription for only $1, while two 
full years is just $2. 

Start today to make some friend's Christmas a 
merrier one by filling in and mailing the coupon at 
once. We'll send gay Christmas cards announcing 
your gifts — then wait and sec if they don't thank you 
every single month when the postman delivers their 1 

bright, adventure-laden copies of JACK ARMSTRONG i 

ADVENTURE MAGAZINE. *£ 

i ■' i 
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JACK ARMSTRONG MAGAZINE, 

260 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 

Enclosed is $ Please send subscription(s) to JACK ARMSTRONG Q 

ADVENTURE MAGAZINE to: £ 

□ 12 issues at $1 
NAME 



□ 24 issues at $2 




24 ISSUES $2 



□ Send Gift Card to Read "From. 

Sender's Name 

Address 

City- 



.ZONE STATE. 



_Zone State. 



. 






(Use extra sheet of Daper for additional names) 



/HOLD MM, TH CORS 
V ARE 








WAIT UP SAnTA! 

vm are the wsr msmts &rs of all 



% 



hit with boy* 



V hobbies, mag 
1 year -$100 



t r !£w\:!. 'magic tricks. 



2 year* — 



W.00 Jj 
res of % 






VARSITY. ... P e r n C C ;,« cartoons, photos, ^ 
P money. 2 y.ar.-*4°° .** 

? 1 year " 5 d-i yar - **» „ qo ft f avorite magazine. 

K Each additional.! year-*- ^ 

V POUVP.OTAaS f o^t^hat^ . 

*V ly-'-^i 5 ., yar -52-50 A 

1* EochadVonailvear-^^ W 

if CLUNG AH ^->St*«£ * 



Better take these magazine favorites along if you want 
to be a "jolly good fellow" to all the boys and girls you know. 
They're the gifts they love best— because they bring fun at Christ- 
mas and fun all over again every month throughout the year. 

Believe you me — there's no slicker way to make this a 
merrier-than-ever Christmas than by sending subscriptions to these 
wonderful, funfull magazines to all the boys and girls on your gift 
list (and don't forget your own subscriptions.) A colorful card w'rii 
be sent in your name on each gift subscription. It will tell your 
friends that you are in cahoots with Santa — and that you have 
made arrangements for them to receive a twelve-time visit of their 



%P~LZ9£ 



Jt\. 

ons, sev/mg. 
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! year -S^75 5300 

iditionallyear-*!-*' 



Each addi 



the best choice 



CALUNO AU KIDS flftfiM «al 

•sjrstt *'•- son9S ' 



a S-T» ■ — *? 

(* , ,;« - >' •» * ' * ^gw-i* Jf D VAR ' 



PARENTS' MAGAZINE PRESS, Inc., wo Fourth av.» u ., n.» Y«k 10, n. y. «fo 

for sobscription(s) to the /&J),J* 



No. of 
MAG. Subs. Years 

□ CAB 1 yr. 

2 yrs. 

□ CAG 1 yr. 

2 yrs. 

1 yr. 

2 yrs. 

1 yr. 

2 yrs. 

lyr. 
2 yrs. 
lyr. 
2 yrs. 
lyr. 
2 yrs. 
1 vr. 
yrs. 



□ CAK 

D M 
D PP 

□ S16 



Enclosed is $. 

magczine(s) checked below. The term and number of "J 
subscriptions for each magazine are indicated. Additional ■> " " 3 
names are listed on a separate sheet. (Foreign postage, 
Varsity 50c a year extra; all others 20cJ 

NAME 



ADDRESS^ 



CITY. 



-ZONE 



□ Send gift card to read "Frorru 
Order entered by 



-STATE. 



Address- 



City. 



.Zone State. 
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Be the first in >our neighborhood to own . . and ride . 
this sensational new bike! Tell "mom" and "dad" what a swell gift it will 
make . . . and how you can run errands and earn money to help pay for h . . . 
about the Monark insurance plan that protects you against loss by fire or theft. 
Remember . . . Monark, and only Monark. gives you all these fine features. 

FIRST IN BEAUTY, FEATURES AND PERFORMANCE 

Smart, graceful lines and rich color combinations . . . shock-absorbing" double- 
spring cushion front fork . . . gleaming chrome finish air-style design headlight 
with "road-focus" beam . . . auto-type rear reflector with permanent shock- 
proof mounting . . . airline style pedal crank and drive assembly . . . and doz- 
ens of other exciting new features. Exclusive new mar-proof and chip-resistant 
finish. See your dealer ... or mail the coupon for colorful illustrated folder 
showing complete line. Insist on a Monark . . . the world's finest bike. 
For sale by leading stores everywhere. 



monflRK 



MONARK SILVER KING, INC. 

6501 W. Grand Ave., Chicago 35 



CREATORS OF THE FAMOUS ALUMINUM SILVER 



MONARK SILVER KING, INC.. DEPT A-38 
6501 W Grand Ave . Chicago 35. Ill 
Please send free illustrated folder showing complete 
new Monark line in full color (PLEASE PRINT) 



■ 
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